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0 8 4 in the heavens don dwell, 


Wha, as it pleaſes beſt thyſel', 


8 -Sends ane to heaven and ten to hell, 


A for thy glory, 
ka ao any "guid 1 
: yy ve dene afore thee! | 


I bleſs and praiſe 5 matchleſs might, 
Whan thoulands thou haſt left in night, 
That I am here afqre thy ſight, 
For gifts an' grace f 
A burnin” an' a ſhinin' light, a (i 
To a' this place. 


What was I, or my generation, 
'That I ſhould get ſuch exaltation, 


T wha deſerve ſic juſt damnation, 
Por broken laws, 


Five thouſand years*fore my creation, 


'T Adam's cauſe. 


*; 


($8: 


When frae my mither's womb I fell, 

Thou might hae plunged me in hell, 

To gnaſh my grinds; to weep and wal, 
- 2: - In burnin” lake, 

Whar damned devils roar and yell 
Chain'd to a ſtake. 


Vet I am here a choſen ſample, 
To ſhow thy grace is great an? ample; 
I'm here a pillar in thy temple, | 
1 20 . Strong as a rock, 
Adee a exampfle 
Io a' thy flock. 


But yet, OL- dl confeſs I muſty tt,. 
At times I'm faſh'd wi' fleſhly luſt :: 
An' ſometimes too, i' warldly truſt? +; ' 
> OWE Ny an 44 4, 
But thou ng we are duſt, 
Defil'd in ſin. 


'O L—d!, yeſtreen, thou kens, wi” Nes, 
Thy pardon 1 fincerely beg, 4 4: | 
O] may it ne'er be a livin” plague 


ny + To my 2 
An' Tul ne'er lift a lawleſs l-g Bit ont) 


Again upon her. 


Beſides, I farther maun allow, 55 
Wi' Lizie's laſs, three times A trow; 
But, L=—d, that Friday d was fow, 
When came near her, 
8 Or elle, thou kene, thy /zroart trus OO, 
| Wad ne'er hae ſteer'd her. 


6. 4-3 
Maybe thow lets this fgbly therw © 
Beſet thy ſervant een and mo nun, 
Leſt he ore high and proud ſhouꝰd turn, 
Euanſe he's ſac gifted; 
If ſac, thy han maun een be born, 
Until thou lift it. 


L—d bleſs thy choſen in this place, 
For here thou haſt a boſex race; 
But G-d confound their ſtubborn face, 
| And blaſt their name, 
Who bring thy elders to diſgrace Dit 4 
; An' public ſhame, 


Ld mind G=—n H——n's deſerts, 
He drinks, an' ſwears, an plays at carts, 
Vet has ſae mony takin' arts, 
; WY grit an' ſma', 
Frae G- d's an prieſt the people's hearts 
lle ſteals awa'. 


An' han we chaſtenꝰd him om * 
Thou kens how he bred fic a __ 
GO e STO man 
| O' laughin” at us; 
Curſe thou lis baſket ani his ftore, 
| Kail an' potatoes. 


L—d hear my earneſt cry an” pray'r, 
Againſt that preſbyt'ry o' Ayr; 
TOY ſtrong right hand, Ld make it bare, 
Upo! their heads, 
Ld 4.00 8 it down, and Gnna ſpare, 
- For their miſdeeds. 


G 9) 


O L- my G-, that glib-tongu'd A——n, 
My very heart an' faul are quakin', 
To think how we ftood ſweatin' ſhakin”, 
An' p—d wi' dread, 
While he wi” hingin' lips and ſnakin” 
Held up his head. 
enen 
L—4 viſit them wha did employ him, 
An' paſs not in thy mercy by em, 
Nor hear their pray'r; 
But for thy people's ſake deſtroy em, 
And dinna ſpare. 


But, L—d remember me and mine 
Wi' merdies temp tal and divine, 
That I for gear and grate may wine, 
* Extoll'd by name, 
An' a x the glory gel b. de. 3 4 
GN 4/6 Amen, Wont 
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EPIGRAM 


Written on. a pane of glaſs beneath the words 
« DAMN. THE. $COT8,** ſuppoſed to have Leen 
the malicious of Hon of an yarns Engl iſbman. 


Wha ſays the Scot is fool.or knows | 
The fellow tells a lie; 1 

Beſides thou know ſt the Scot is wy 
O raſcal dar'ft thou try? _ 
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Auld | Orthodoxy RY did grapple, | 
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O Govnier terror of the Whigs , ö 
Dread of black coats and end wige, . 7 
Soor Bigotry, on her laſtlegs, 
1 Girnin' looks back, 
Wiſhin' the ten Egyptian plagues 
Wad ſeize you — 


Poor gapin', glowrin' Superſtition, 
Waes me! ſhe's in a ſad condition; 
Fy, bring Black- Jock, het ſtate phyſician, 
© To ſee, her w-t-r; . 


"Alas? heres Fround 0 great ſuſpicion | * 195 


e 1e nẽꝰ er get better. 18 


: 
Na . Ls 


IVY * Went. 
But now ſhe's got an unte ripples” - 2 10 4 
Haſte, ie her name up i the- —— 

| ' Nightunto'deathr 
Sod ts lhe feirhen us id e ©) 
An' gaſps for breath. 


( 7 ) 


Enthuſiaſm's paſt redemption, | 
Gaen in a galloping conſumption, | 
Not a' the quacks, wi a' their gumption, 
Will ever mend her, 
2 pulſe. gies firong preſumption 
| K ſoon will end her. £0 


*Tis you and® Taylor ave thacehleb,.. f 
+ Wha are to blame for this miſchie; 

* _ the Lord's ain focks gat _ 
A toon tar barrel 90 
0 An! tou ed peats wad fend relief, d „enn 

8 e ae | 


* Mr. Taylor & Norwith.: 
Sola DUNCAN. GRAY: 
4. bond. 
py A. BURNS. 
Douxcax Gray came here to woo; ha, ha, the wooing o't, 


On new. year s day pun wewere you, ha, ha, the wooing 
o't; * J 1 
Maggie cooſt her head fu* high, 
Look' d aſklent and unco ſkiegh, 
Gart poor Duncan ſtand abeigh, ha, ha, the wooing o't. 


Duncan fleech'd,and Doncan pray'd, ha, ha, tha wooin 3 
5 „ 0, 't. r 
Meg was dcaf as. Allſa craigs, ha, ha, the wooing oft; 


{EY 


Duncan ſigh'd baith out and in, 
Grat his een baith blear d and blin, 


FSpak' of louping ye m_ haz — 


Time andelizyes ö are the 2 Ude, ha, ha, the woring o't, 
Slighted love is fair to bide, ha, ha, the wooing o't; 
Shall I like a fool, quoth he, 
For a haughty huſſy die; "74> 
She may gar to France e ee the wooing o't, 


How it comes: . tel, ha, * the n ot, 


Meg grew ſick, as he grew frail,:ha, ha, the wooing o't, 
- - Something in her baſom wrings, 


For relief a ſigh ſhe brings, 


8 And ch! ber een they ſpak fic things, ha, ha, the = 


ot. 


Duncan was a lad of grace, ha, ha, the wooing o't, 
_ Maggy's was a tickliſk)caſc, ha, ha, the wooing o't, 


Duncan could not be her death, 
Swelling pity ſmoor'd his wreath: 
Now they re crouze and canty baith z hay ha, the wooing 
0't. 


nn | 

| EPIGRAM 
On Elpbinſlone's Tranſlation of Mari 
' Epigrams. | | 


O thou! wh Poctry abhors, 

Whom proſe has turned out of doors, . 
Heard'ſt thou that groan—proceed no further, 
*Twas laurell'd Martial roering murder. : 


(a1 

THE Lass THAT MADE THE'BED'TO ME: 
SI 107 5115 vito *59 ) 
4 6. 


© 
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To 121 " ? 


Wars 1 W blawing end, 
As to the north I bent my way, 
The darkſome night did me enfauld, 
1 kend na where to lodge till day; . 
| By my good luck à laſo I met, 
| Juſt in the een vd 
And kindly ſhe did me invite, > bf 
rn ! 


* 
—_ 


I bow'd fu? ans; unto this "th 
And thank'd her for her courteſfie ;- ' 
I bow'd fu' low unto this madd 
And bad her mak a bed for mne: 
She made the bed both large and wide, 
Wi' twa white hands ſhe ſpread it dun 
She put the cup to her roſy lips, 
And _ 6 Young man now n ſound. na 


* 
* 


1 1 j 3 


She ſnatch'd the 1 in Fr hand; 
And frae my chamber went wi' ſpeed; 
But I callid her quickly back again, 
To lay ſome mair below my head, 3 
A cod ſhe laid below my head. 


And ſepved me wi” due reſpect; 
And to ſalute her w?? a kiſs, - 
I put my arms about her neck. 


( wo ) 


"_ aff your hands, young man, ſhe ſays,. 
© And; dinna far uncivũ be; HT aul a5 
"Gif ye hae ony luve for me, 
O wrang na my is, 
Her hair was like the links o' gowd, 
Her teeth were like the i ivory, 
Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine, 
The laſs that made the bed to me.. 5 
55 nete ebay vagus) HM 


Her boſom was the driven aw 


Twa drifted heaps ſa& — Wag: 


| Her limbs rhep6lifh*8%ha#bt — fn 


The laſs that made the'bed'to me: 
T kifs'd her o'er and oder again, 
And ay ſhe wiſtnanwkat bee 
T laid her *tweenimeand the wat: 
The laſſie _— na __y till day. 


Upon ede whin ak 

I thank'd her'forthercourteſfiey.  ' + jy [ 
But ay ſhe bluſh'd; and ay — ny 

« Alas! young man, ye ve 11-14 aug ) f 7 
I claſp'd her 'waift and kiſs d her ſyne, 

While the tear WagerbaBeinbep e; ; 


I fad my laſſie dinna cr)) 


For ye ay ny mak the bed to me. 


, * 
N o ” 7. 56 * % # L 
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She took rene 1 
And made them à in ſarks to me; 
Blythe and merry may ſhe beg 
The laſs that made the bed to mne 
The bonnie laſs made the bed to me, 
The braw laſs made the bed to me, 
PII ne'er forſake till the day that I 7 1 
The laſs that made the bed to me. 6 


A MAN'S A MAN, FOR'A” THAT: 
1 ne 15 * 


Is there for honeſt poverty, 
Wha hangs his head and a' that?: 
The coward ſla ve we paſs him by, 160103 4 
And dare be poor for a* that. 
For a' that, and a that, i 
Our toils obſcure, and a” that 
The rank is but the guinea ſtamp, 
The man W 15 a” chat bat 


What though on Ms fare we dine, 
Wear hodden gray, and a that: 

Gie fools their ſilk, and knaves their wine, 
A man's a man, for a' that. 

For à' that, and a? that, 
Their tinſel ſhew, an' a? that; 

An honeſt man, though ne er ſae poor, 
Is chief o' men, for a' that. 


Joe ſee yon birkie, ca'd a lord, ig sd: 210 

Wa ſtruts and ſtares, and a' that, #254 

Tho hundreds worſhip at his word, 0 
He's but a cuif for a* * e a 


hag For a' that; and a that, COD 
His ribband, ſtar, and a a, 

A man of independent mind,  - | 92 L 
Can look, and laugh at a' that. . | 


—— ] r . - 
4 . # © , 
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The king can mak' a belted knight, 
A marquis, duke, and a' that, 

An honeſt man's aboon his might, | 

*  Guid faith he manna fa' that! 

For a? that, and a' that, 
His Cignities, and a* that; 

The pith o ſenſe, and ie o worth, 
Are grander far than a' at. 


i W mays F 
As come it hall for a” that; 
That ſenſe and worth o'er a? \ guts . 
Shall bear the gree, and à that; 
For a' that, and à that, 
Its coming yet, for a that 
Whan man and man, the world oer, 
Shall brothers be, and a' that. 


OF A THE ARTS THE'WIN' CAN BL Aw. 
Or a' the airts the wihꝰ can blaw, I dearly. like ĩhe weſt, 


For there the bonny laſſie lives, the laſs that I lo'e beſt; 


Tho' wild woodsgrowy/an' tixero c ww a 
between, 15 


Baitu day an 5 8 fancy annere wi my Jean. 


s + I, /- ſ} 
I ſee her in the eh flowers due hs 8 fair, 
I hear her voice in ilka bird, wi! muſie charm the air; 


61) 


There's not a bonny flower that ſprings, by fountain, 
ſhaw, or green, 
Nor yet a bouny bird that ſings, but minds me o my Jean. 


Upon the banks of flowing Clyde the laſſes buſk them 
braw , 

But when their beſt ny my put on, my Jenny dings 
them a”; 

In hamely weeds ſhe far wee the faireſt of the town, 

Baith ſage an' gay confeſs it ſac, tho nn in ruſtic 


gown. 


The „ ang that fucks the dam, mair harmleſs 
canna be, 

She has nae fau't (if ſic we ca 0 except her love for me, 

The ſparkling dew, of cleareſt hew, is like her ſhining 
een, 

In ſhape an' air wha can compare, wi? my ſweet lovely 
Jean. 


O blaw ye weſtlin* win's blaw faft, amang the leafy trees, 

Wi' gentle breath frae muir an' dale bring hame the la- 
den bees; 

An' bring the laſſie back to me that's ay ſae neat an' clean, 

Ae blink o' her wad baniſh care, ſae charming is my Jean. 


What ſighs an' yows gn the knowes, hae paſt atween 
us twa, 

How fain to meet, No wae to . day ſne gade awa, 

The powꝰrs aboon can only ken, to whom the heart is ſeen, 

That nane can be ſae dear to me as my [wet lovely Jean. 


( 14 ) 


Now WESTLIN, WINDS: 


"4 Soc. 


* 


Now weſtlin winds, and ſlaught'ring guns, 
Bring autumn's, pleaſant weather; 
The muircock ſprings on whirring wings, 
Amang the blooming heather: 
Now waving grain, wide o'er the Plain, 
Delights the weary farmer, : 
The moon ſhines bright, as I rove by night, 
Io muſe upon my charmer. 


The pairtrick lo'es the fruitfu' fells ; 
The plover lo'es the mountains; 
The woodcock haunts the lanely dells; 
The ſoaring hern the fourittains: H 
Tho lofty groves the cuſhet roves, 170 
The path o* man to ſhun it; | 
The hazel buſh o'erhangs the thruſh, 
The ſpreading thorn the linnet. 


# Thus every kind their pleaſure find, 
| | The ſavage and the tender ; 1 
Zome, ſocial join, and leagues combine, 

| Some ſolitary wander : 

| Avaunt, away! the cruel ſway, 

| Tyrannic man's dominion; 

The ſportſman” s joy, the murd'ring cry. 
The flutt' "_ gory pinion, 


(%) 


But Peggy, dear, the evening's clear, | 
Thick flies the ſkimming ſwallow, 
The ſky-4s- blue, the fields in view, | | 

All fading green and yellow: | :-. 
Come let us ſtray our gladſome way, 
And view the charms o nature, 
The ruſtling corn, the fruited thorn, 
And ilka happy ereature. 


We'll gently walk, and ſweetly talk, 
While the filent moon ſhines clearly, 

PI claſp thy waiſt, and fondly preſt, 
Swear how I 1o'e thee dearly! 

Not vernal ſhowers to budding flowers, 

Not autumn to the farmer, 

So dear can be, as thou. to me, 
My fair my lovely charmer. 


— 2.9 — 
1 GAED A WAEFU” GAET YESTREEX: 
A SONG. 


'T arp a waefu' gaet yeſtreen, 

A gaet, I fear, I'll dearly rue; 

J gat my death frac twa ſweet een, 
Twa lovely een o' bonny blue. 

_ Twas not her golden e bright, 

Her lips like roſes wet wi” dew, 

Her heaving boſom lily white, 
It was her een ſo bonny blue. 


* 


